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Greetings, Fellow Storytellers! 
 
 
Here it is, July, and we are still basking  in the glow of a fabulous festival. Or maybe it’s just 
the heat. 
 
But as the FSA board reports on pages 3 & 4, there is much to celebrate about our com-
munity’s success and growth over the past year. And a future to be excited about. 
 
What else is inside? Mary Lou Williams is back with what will be a regular  feature 
“Deconstructing….”  This time, she takes us inside the work of Carmen Agra Deedy. See 
pages 5-7. 
 
Get to know Orlando storyteller Kay Pricher a little better in the month’s My Storytelling 
Journey beginning on page 8. There’s a lot of creativity going on behind that big grin! 
 
Our New Mexico colleague Susi Wolf  talks about Marketing on pages 10 & 11, while 
pages 12-16 include pieces about Family Stories from Wayne Garrett and Madeline L. 
Pots. Included are some prompts for collecting family anecdotes. 
 
Get the back story on our festival’s wildly successful Front Porch Stories from the woman 
who started it all, Autumn Huff Garick. Pages 17 & 18. 
 
Tampa’s Jim Kissane brings this edition’s Stories on Purpose by sharing his passion for 
stories about American Industry. See pages 19 & 21. 
 
“Run, run as fast as you can” . We all know the refrain, Read Patricia Montgomery’s 
Take on The Gingerbread Man on page 22. 
 
See page 23 for Wayne Garrett’s latest poem. 
 
Ever misspeak on stage? Have an utterly embarrassing moment? Four brave tellers share 
embarrassing moments (from which they recovered) as we wrap up on pages 24-25. 
 
A reminder: we are holding a contest to rename the new storytelling magazine. Please 
submit entries to me at StoriesHeal@gmail.com by July 15. Include a phone number, but 
no name. Prize is dinner for two at a restaurant near you. 
 
Lastly, please see https://www.facebook.com/events/1628648654119294/  
I am suggesting storytellers around the country gather for Storytelling for Peace Concerts 
on World Peace Day, September 21. Let’s explore stories about hate, war, misunderstand-
ing, prejudice in all its forms, and recovery, healing, peace.  Register your event, share          
details. There is the possibility of our stories being anthologized by Parkhurst Publishing. 
 
                  With all good wishes, 
         Linda “Schuyler” Ford 
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Growth Continues as FSA Builds on Recent Accomplishments 
 

The Florida Storytelling Association 2015-2016 fiscal year ended on a high note with 

our successful festival.  It was the perfect capstone to a year filled with accomplish-

ments.  We rebranded our  organization with a vibrant new logo.  Our new website is 

easy to navigate, full of useful information, and features a mobile-friendly version. 

We  expanded our presence within the Mount Dora community and have relation-

ships with many businesses and schools.  And we have created a Florida house con-

cert tour to provide performance opportunities for local, regional and national tellers. 

 

The growth continues as we look forward to the coming year.  Here are some devel-

opments in the works: 

 

 We are embarking on an FSA membership drive which will expand our member-

ship, encourage current members to remain active, and invite previous members 

to return to this exciting Florida storytelling community! 

 

 At the request of several members, the FSA Grant Program is coming 

back!  This program will make three separate grant options available to FSA 

members -- the Gathering Grant to help local guilds create workshops and op-

portunities for professional growth, the Event Grant to help local guilds produce 

community storytelling events, and the Tell Grant to help individual storytellers 

attend professional conferences.  More details will be coming out soon about 

these exciting opportunities and how you can apply! 

 

 The FSA Journal will continue to evolve as it transitions from a newsletter to a 

magazine format. We will be hosting a contest to name the journal. 

 

 We are working with Laughing Samurai, the graphic designers who created our 

logo, to create cohesive and polished festival promotional materials. 

 

 We are making changes to the festival in response to member suggestions.  For 

2017, the Swapping Ground competition will be replaced with a non-competitive 

open mic swap.  Also, tellers for the Florida Stage (Thursday evening and Sun-

day morning concerts) will be selected from video submissions rather than guild 

nominations.  Beginning in 2018, we will include a "New Voice" storyteller to our 

featured lineup. This teller is one to watch who, although not yet widely known, is 

poised for the national stage.   
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 We are expanding the Youthful Voices program with a series of grant-

funded outreach performances in Lake County Public Schools.   

 

 We are continuing to develop the House Concert series with "How -To" 

Guidelines for hosts and tellers. 

 

 We are developing our website calendar and social media presence, to  

provide better information on storytelling events in Florida. 

 

It is indeed, an exciting time for storytelling in Florida!  All of this is, of course, 

made possible through your support throughout the year, your attendance at 

the festival, and your generous donations.  Be sure to let us know if you have 

events planned throughout the year so we can help promote them.  Mark your 

calendar now and plan to attend the 2017 Florida Storytelling Festival March 

30th - April 2nd!   And if you would like to make a one time donation or a recur-

ring monthly donation to FSA, you can do so by visiting our website 

www.flstory,com and clicking on the Donate link.   

 

We look forward to another great year!   

 
With appreciation, 
 
Your FSA Board 
     Robin Schulte, President 

     Joyce Sabato, Secretary 

     Carrie Sue Ayvar, Treasurer 

     Schuyler Ford 

     Melinda Munger 

     Madeline Pots 

     Wanda Violet 
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Deconstructing: Carmen Agra Deedy 

The Storyteller as Playwright        
By Mary Lou Williams 

 

Carmen Agra Deedy is a storyteller who creates her  

stories as little plays.  She sets the scene and then 

acts out the roles of the characters she has created.  

In “The Love That Bends Steel,” she takes on four 

roles - her father, her mother, herself as a little girl 

and her older sister.  In “Martina, the Beautiful Cock-

roach,” she takes on six different roles and seems 

type cast in each one.  She is the narrator in each of 

her stories, but she is a narrator much like the Stage Manager in Our Town, who sets 

the stage, moves the action from one scene to another, and comments philosophically 

as the story unfolds.  But she is also the actors in each of the scenes.  In acting out the 

roles, she tells the story through the dialogue.  She is able to do this because she is  a 

consummate actor.  

     

For example, in “The Love That Bends Steel,” as the narrator who tells the story, she is 

herself as a grown woman in the present, recalling what she observed in her family as 

a child.  As the narrator, she sets the scene and then enters into it taking on the roles 

of each of the characters and telling the story through their dialogue.  She is her father, 

Carlos, who has purchased golden wedding rings to take the place of those that were 

confiscated when her family left Cuba.   

 

She is her father with his Cuban accent and a deep, 

guttural voice.  She is her mother with her Cuban ac-

cent and a higher pitched, excitable voice, who is angry 

that her husband, who has just begun to work at the 

steel mill, has spent money on a luxury they cannot af-

ford.  “Did you lose your mind”?  she yells.  This was 

clearly not the reaction he was hoping for, says the nar-

rator, who acts out the fight they have, and you could 

swear you are hearing two different people arguing.  
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 You can see them in your mind’s eye.  You can see her 

father storming out and slamming the door.  You can 

see him the next evening coming home with the receipt 

for the returned rings, and you can hear the bewilder-

ment in his voice when his is even more unhappy that 

he has returned them than she was that he had bought 

them. “But I did what you asked,” he protests.  “Oh 

sure,” says Ester.  “For the first time in your life, you do 

what I ask.”   You can hear Carmen and her sister, with 

their little girl voices and the Cuban accents that they have not yet lost, reacting to all 

this.  “What did I do”? asks their bewildered father.  “I don’t know,” says Carmen, “but 

you keep on doing it.” 

 

Finally, he does the right thing.  He gives Ester another box with another ring.  She 

opens the box.  “A platinum wedding band!  Are you crazy,” she shrieks.  “No, no,” 

says her husband.  “It is steel.  I made it on my lunch hour.  Now I am Carlos, the jew-

eler.”  And finally Ester is happy.  She puts on the ring and whispers.  “It’s amazing 

how a strong love can bend steel.” 

    

 Now this is a personal story, which might lend itself to this technique.  But Carmen 

uses it in other genres as well, including folk tales.  For example, in “Martina, the Beau-

tiful Cockroach,” a classic Cuban folktale, she is the narrator as well as the six charac-

ters that appear in the story.  She is Martina, the Beautiful 

Cockroach with the young Cuban accent; she is Martina’s 

Cuban grandmother, with her elderly Cuban accent and her 

wise advice about finding a good husband: pour coffee on 

his shoes to see how he reacts when he is angry and 

thereby how he will act when he is a husband.  And she is 

each of the three suitors who come courting.  The first is the 

Rooster, who speaks in a macho, swaggering Cuban ac-

cent.  He is too cocky.  The second is the Pig, who snorts 

and speaks with a deep, bombastic   Cuban accent.  He is a 

boor.  And the third is the Lizard, who  hisses and speaks in 

a sibilant, whispering   Cuban accent. He is too cold 

blooded.  They, of course, all fail the coffee test.  But a  folk 

tale has to have a happily ever after ending; so Martina has 

to find her true love.   
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He comes along in the form of a beautiful brown Mouse, and Carmen takes on that 

role as well.  She is a charming Prince Charming who turns the tables and the coffee 

on Martina because he, too, has a Cuban grandmother.  Martina passes the test, and 

they live happily ever after.  

 

Carmen is not only a consummate actor, but 

she is a great mimic of accents.  Not just a Cu-

ban accent, but other accents as well.  In her 

story, “The Fire Engine,” she hears the voice of 

the fire chief speaking to her from the driver’s 

seat of the fire engine, and she thinks it is the 

voice of God, speaking with a Georgia accent.  

That is just what she sounds like when she 

takes on his role in the story.  In “Love in the Li-

brary,” she is  herself as a child with her little girl 

Cuban accent, and she is the imposing patrician matriarch with the Southern accent 

who is the head librarian.  She is equally believable as both.  And she is able to switch 

back and forth with these accents  instantaneously as the two characters engage in  

dialogue.  It is indeed a virtuoso performance.  

     

Carmen Agra Deedy is a storyteller whose stories are one act plays in which she takes 

on the role of each of the characters in the stories and tells the story as much through 

dialogue as narration.  She is able to do this because she is a playwright and  an actor 

with the ability to mimic accents and dialect.  This is what makes her storytelling 

unique.    

 

 

Mary Lou Williams, professional storyteller and writer, is a    
retired educator who has spent 35 years as a high school 
teacher of English and also of mathematics. She holds a 
Bachelor of Arts degree in English from Queens College 
and a Master of Education degree from Columbia Univer-
sity. She has been a member of the Fort Myers Toastmas-

ters, and the Tamiami Tale Tellers of Fort Myers. 

Mary Lou also wears another hat as a nutrition lecturer 
and writer. She has lectured extensively in this field and 

writes a nutrition column for four local newspapers. 
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My Storytelling Journey: Kay Pricher 
 

 
I found myself unable to turn off the car radio even 
though I was home, in my carport with a car load of 
groceries. Bailey White was on NPR telling her story of 
“Mama playing BooRay” and I was mesmerized. I was 
laughing out loud.  It was at that moment that I realized 
when I retired I wanted to become a storyteller. 
 
A photograph appeared in the Orlando Sentinel of a 
group called Project Imagination. They were going in 
the schools and presenting storytelling programs. Men-
tal note...”when I retire I hope to find this group!”  
 
People started asking me as my retirement approached, “What are you going to 
do?” I started saying, “I’m going to travel and become a storyteller.”  Having 
been a Speech Therapist for 30 years in the public schools I was looking for-
ward to some adult time.  

 
Connecting with the storytelling world wasn’t all that 
easy. Today we have greater visibility in the community 
but back then it was more difficult. Luckily I ran into a for-
mer neighbor who asked, “What are you doing now that 
you are  retired?” I told her I was searching for storytel-
ling group. “Voila” she gave me Mitchell O’Rear’s name 
and recommended Spellbinders Classes at Winter Park 
Public Library.  (what you don’t know about your 
neighbors...who knew she was a storyteller!)  

 

My first class included a clown, professional actors, Improv   performers, profes-
sional storytellers and me. Conquering that fear of presenting in front of them 
was huge. Years of communication with children 
had totally not prepared me for the adult audience.   
Mitchell was an outstanding coach. Members in the 
class were supportive, patient and gave great cri-
tiques. Graduating from Spellbinders’ class set me 
on fire! It was like being so thirsty that nothing 
quenches your thirst. I wanted to immerse myself 
in all things storytelling.  My husband, Norm,  



9 

saw how much I enjoyed storytelling so he enrolled in Spellbinders Class. It was 
now something we enjoyed together. We joined the Storytellers of Central Flor-
ida and met such interesting people. Members of the guild said, “The best audi-
ence you’ll ever have is in this guild, so take every opportunity to tell and learn”. 
 
That advice has proven to be the cornerstone of growth for me. They have 
taken me to the next level. 
 
And then came the day...Mitchell asked me to be in “Ghosts in the Gardens”. I 
couldn’t contain myself! I called my daughter in the middle of her work day to tell 
her. “Guess what!  Mitchell asked me to be in his production and he said, “You 
are a storyteller!” My heart just about exploded! Prior to this time I would say to 
people, “I am working on becoming a storyteller.” 
 
To be blessed with having your family and friends supporting your dream is very 
humbling. My husband recognizes my dedication to improving my 
skills...stretching and reaching for next level. He listens, laughs and directs me 
when I am not sure of how to proceed.  I turn to my daughter to read and edit 
my written stories. My son found me worthy of posting my performance on   
YouTube.com ! 
 
Workshop opportunities have helped me develop ideas and craft the stories.  
Personal recollections based on a kernel of truth have become a favorite deliv-
ery model. Discovering what works and what doesn’t I have learned happens on 
stage and that can be humbling.  There is just nothing like the feeling when the 
story does resonate with the audience. It is a feeling of pure joy.  
An opportunity to have a dream come true is a story in itself.  

 

 

Kay Pricher is a member of the Storytellers of 

Central Florida, in greater Orlando. She had been 

a featured teller at The Windsor Rose Tea Room, 

in Mt. Dora, and won the FSF Story Slam, which 

earned her a spot on the Main Stage at our 2014 

festival. 
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Marketing for the Story 
By Susi Wolf  

 
Story is my life. It is what I want to do today. Everyday. For the rest of my life. But it is 
also a demanding lover wanting my time, attention to detail and organization to 
maintain itself. 
 
Story is my gift, my passion, my life. But it is also a business. First and foremost. And 
as such, we need to be business folk. I know… I know. We don’t want to do that. We 
want to tell stories. So treating it as a business is the best way to ensure you have 
places to go in which to tell stories. 
 
I have often said that I spend 85% of my time doing what I don’t love in order to do 
that which I do love. You know the routine – typing proposals at midnight or spend-
ing a full Sunday doing accounting. But the #1 time consuming and vital task in the 
business end of storytelling is marketing. It never ends, really. Everywhere we go – 
every person we speak to are potential Story customers. Not that we should be hard 
selling like a 1950s used car salesman. But a huge part of the Law of Attraction is be-
lieving that opportunity is everywhere and that it is available to us. So presenting 
Story as part of who we are as a person can easily open doors. 
 
And marketing doesn’t have to be agonizing. You can develop clever and inexpensive 
methods of broadcasting your talents. Here are just a few I have used: 
 
I carry a picture of two of my performance characters – Mrs. Claus and Grandmary 
the Victorian Lady – on my keychain. It draws interest. People ask me about it. I give 
them a 30 second overview (which used to be called the “elevator pitch”) and usually 
they ask for a business card. And always, always, always have business cards with 
you. 
 
Another idea is to wear your name badge, such as “Susi Wolf - Storyteller” or “Susi 
the Story Lady.” People ask me what it means and I grace them with a funny, 45 sec-
ond story. They laugh and ask for a business card. 
 
Sometimes I cold-call (my least favorite activity) daycare centers. I’ll ask the director 
if they will let me tell 10 minutes’ worth of stories to one of their classes so they can 
see me in action. Once the director experiences the impact my performance has on 
the students, they usually bring me into their office to check calendar dates. 
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A few years ago I ordered car magnets from Vistaprint. As I recall, the cost was about 
$45. But remember the magnets should be like a billboard with only 6 to 8 words on 
them. Too much information creates clutter and makes it hard for drivers to read. I ac-
tually had a woman almost run me off the road getting my attention so she could get 
my business card. I ended up doing 4 or 5 gigs for her. 
 
Libraries are always looking for community events to sponsor. They won’t offer pay-
ment… just a room with a table. But if you can come up with a one hour workshop 
about storytelling that has true value and interest to the community, the library will 
probably be interested and they will promote it. You can have flyers printed which 
they will display. They will include you on their website events section, newsletters, 
and more. I did this when I wanted to increase my storytelling at birthday parties. I 
wrote a solid workshop (valid information, not fluff) and a brief handout. I contacted 
every library director and was booked 10 or 12 times almost immediately. Did I get 
rich from this? Nope. But I did secure a few birthday party gigs and it acquainted the 
community with me. It was an excellent way to get the word out about the value of 
storytelling as entertainment. You can easily translate this modality to networking 
groups, business luncheons, and more. They all are looking for quality guest speakers. 
You will meet a lot of people and be served a nice lemon chicken. 
 
So put your imagination to work and find some clever ways to promote yourself as a 
storyteller. Believe me, it’s a lot more fun than calling prospects on the phone. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Susi Wolf is a storyteller in Albuquerque, New Mexico using Story in 
schools, gatherings, libraries and all events. Susi’s specialty is healing 
storytelling within various venues, as well as private counseling clients. 
She has witnessed the Power of Story and the changed lives of those 
who listen. She is also a Certified Master Life Coach, EFT-Tapping Practi-
tioner, Intuitive Hypnotherapist, Energy Medicine Healer, Shaman and 
her heritage is Eastern Band Cherokee/Celtic. Susi’s other endeavors 
include being a Workshop Facilitator, an Artist and a Writer. She also 
likes chocolate. 
Tel: 505-881-1220 
Email: susi@wolfsongcreative.com 
Websites: www.wolfsongcreative.com and www.wolflifecoaching.com 

mailto:susi@wolfsongcreative.com
http://www.wolfsongcreative.com
http://www.wolflifecoaching.com
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Preserve Your Stories 

 
By Wayne Garrett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the early sixties, we lived in Albany, GA. I worked for Ford Motor Company calling on Ford 
Tractor dealers in southwest Georgia. 
 
On a perfect spring morning, I got an early start on a day when I had little to do other than glad 
hand courtesy calls. With my first visit completed, I headed for the dealership in the next town. 
On the way I noticed a historical marker, not seen before and stopped to read it. It told of a bat-
tle that took place five miles away during the Creek Wars in the mid 1830’s. 
 
It seemed strange to find a marker on a main highway noting an occurrence five miles away. I 
suppose the DOT decided better to put the marker where nothing happened but folks would 
see it rather than to put it where something happened but no one would take note. 
It spoke of a stone monument in place at the real site. Perhaps, they thought someone would 
be curious enough to go look for it because that is what I did. 
 
I went up a parallel highway, turned east on another and found a bridge over the creek I 
thought was close to the battle site. I did not find the stone marker.  Crossing the creek and 
traveling on for a bit, I saw a small cabin next to the road. I pulled over, parked my car and 
knocked on the door. 
 
The man who came to the door appeared to be older than time itself.  I introduced myself and 
told him I was looking for the marker and asked him if he knew anything about it. 
 
He asked me why I wanted to know. I explained to him my interest in the history of the area 
and in learning as much as I could about the people who lived there for so very long. There was 
little formal information on pre -Columbian culture at the time, but I had learned a great deal 
from friends with similar interest and by pouring over everything I could find on the subject.  
The fact that Southwest Georgia had been populated for centuries fascinated me. 
 
Stepping out onto the porch, he sat down in one cane bottom chair and invited me to sit down 
in the other. He knew about the marker and said grass and brush often grew up around it mak-
ing it easy to miss riding by. Nobody paid much attention to it anymore. It did not bring happy 
thoughts to him. He was Creek but that is not the term he used for his people. 
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Born long after the battle, he grew up listening to elders recount the history of his people; tell 
first hand stories of the expulsion and of the Trail of Tears. The group involved in the battle had 
been headed for Florida to ally with the Seminoles or more properly the Runaway People. His 
family and a few others hid in the swamps and avoided both the Trail of Tears and the flight to 
Florida. He lived in the cabin he was born in. His family and a few others reverted to primitive 
ways, living off the land undetected for years before gradually blending in to the local minority 
population, their ethnic difference unnoticed. 
 
 
I sat mesmerized as he told me the ancient history of his people, the hardships some in his fam-
ily endured on the Trail of Tears. Little bits and pieces he knew of the lives of his family members 
who went to Florida.  I absorbed the meaning and depth of the stories he told but regret to this 
day that I did not record in memory or on paper, his words. 
 
I only remember one specific instance in our conversation.  He spoke of people who lived by a 
spring not too far away. I told him, I had been there and looking around found many shards of 
well-made pottery and a number of projectile points – spear, arrow, dart – all of which were 
rough, even crudely made. I thought they might be toys made for children. 
 
He sat very still with his head down for a moment. When he looked up, he had tears in his eyes. 
“Those were not toys. When my people tried to go back to the old ways, they found they had 
lost the ancient skills. The crude stonework was the best they could do. The women never 
stopped making pottery so their skill had not been lost. Sadly, you cannot hunt with a clay pot, 
no matter how well made. People died for lack of food.” 
 
That magic day, I heard stories that will never be told again. I did not write them down or even 
make notes.  I was young, invincible and didn’t know better. I‘ve lost a lot of stories for the same 
reason. I suppose we all have.  Without the technology of today, there was some excuse but no 
more.  The devices we have now make it easy for any, who try, to preserve our stories. 
The nearest our Maker allows us to reach for the Cloak of Immortality is through the written 
word. By creating permanent records, our stories, - the events, the people, the culture, the hu-
mor, successes, failures, triumphs and foibles live on. To preserve 
our heritage is our most enduring trust and in my mind, only small 
dues to pay for the satisfaction sharing of the talents we are blest 
with brings. 
 
Don’t let your stories go away when you do. 
 

Poet and storyteller, Wayne Garrett is a member of Bay Storytellers, in 

Panama City.  Wayne is both wonderfully wise and terrible funny.  And 

he knows a thing or two about tractors. 
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    Why Tell Family Stories?    
By Madeline L. Pots 

 
 
My mother used to tell the story of how she and my father were very young when they 
met.  My Dad was a boxer and, well, there was no way my mother would marry a boxer 
– so he got a job as a cab driver, presented her with his retired gloves and they got 
married. 
  
That was 1928.  They got a second floor apartment in the house next to my grandpar-
ents, where seven of my mother’s siblings still lived, and they began their married life. 
Then 1929 came.  The stock market crashed and the Great Depression set in.  
  
Not many people were riding around in taxis any more.  My Dad still worked as a cab 
driver, double shifts – 16 hours a day – never taking a break for fear of missing a fare … 
but fares were few and far between.  When the weather was nice, passengers 
were  nonexistent.  When it was cold or rainy, he had a better chance of picking up a 
customer  and he would go to work singing “Every time it rains, it rains pennies from 
heaven.” 
  
But there were times when there was no income.   For a couple that lived day to day, 
that meant no food except oatmeal for dinner.   My Mom, knowing how likely it was 
that her mother or a sibling would pop in to visit, took to putting up a big pot of water 
on the stove, covering it and letting it simmer and when family came by, they all 
thought  “Sadie was cooking a big soup. Nat must be doing O.K.” 
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They struggled until the Depression ended and my Dad made a living again,  but after 
that, food became a symbol of their prosperity.  My mother cooked every day like an ex-
tra ten people might drop in for dinner – which often happened – because feeding peo-
ple was how my folks showed affection.  My father never forgot how thin my mother 
was during the depression and when she grew plump, he was overjoyed.  He was proud 
to show off his well fed wife.  
 
Even when my Mom was in her late 90’s, she would call me and say, ”Your brother is 
coming to visit this morning.  Would you go to the store and pick up some bagels so that 
I have something to serve?”, or “ The cousins are coming over this afternoon. We need 
something to eat.  Would you get a couple of pizza pies?” And I’d go shopping and bring 
the food over.  
  
I learned to cook from my mother, so to this day, I don’t know how to cook a small pot of 
food. 
 
But here’s the point.  
 
I absorbed so much from that story.  We studied the Great Depression in school.  But noth-
ing I read in a book could convey the desperateness of the times like knowing my own 
mother and father went hungry.  When I was a kid, telling me that I needed to eat my 
string beans because children in China were starving didn’t mean anything, but as I 
munched down on my dinner, I knew that in my very own family, people could be so poor 
that all they had for dinner was porridge. And if that could happen in my family, it could 
happen anywhere.  
 
And I understood my father’s determination  to win my mother’s hand, and do whatever it 
took to provide for her – and  my mother’s pride, putting up water to cook so her family 
wouldn’t know how poor they were – and how generous they became when they achieved 
financial stability. 
  
That little story about my parents, became part of me and I incorporated those val-
ues.  Now I tell it to my children so that they can understand who I am and consequently, 
who they are. 
  
That’s what family stories do. 
 
 
Madeline L. Pots is a storyteller, a musician, a mother, grandmother 
and a cook. She serves on the FSA board. We know she has a sweet 
tooth. And a slew of engaging family stories! She lives in Winter Park. 
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PROMPTS  FOR  REMINSICING  AND  STORY  GATHERING 

 

 

-Where did you go to shop for food or clothes as a child?                                                     

-Where did you go for fun and recreation?                                                                                 

-Where did you go when you wanted to hide?                                                                             

-Did your family ever move when you were a kid?                                                                                                                  

-Describe the house you lived in when you were first married.                                            

-When did the first family member come to America?  Where did they come from?                                                                                                                                                                

-How did you meet your spouse?                                                                                                         

-How did you earn a living when you were young?  What was your first job?                                   

-What were your favorite holidays?                                                                                                                  

-Tell me about our most important achievements. 

 -Talk about your biggest disappointments . 

 -What do you wish you had learned before it was too late ? 

 -What values and principles do you consider most important ? 

-Can you describe the houses in your childhood neighborhood?                                                                                                                        

-Where did you go to worship?                                                                                                

-Tell me about the most wonderful thing that has happened to you in your life. 

 -What is the most adventuresome thing you have ever done? 

- What is your personal secret for happiness? 

 -What advice would you give to future generations? 

-What would you like to be remembered for?                                                                                

-What are the most important lessons in life? 
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In 2014, Robin Schulte, my Tales 
Two Tell partner and I were honored 
to be part of the main-stage line up of  
performers at the Florida  Storytelling 
Association (FSA) Festival. In addi-
tion to performing in evening con-
certs we presented daytime work-
shops. Storytelling guilds from 
throughout the state set up displays 
in the lobby of The Lakeside Inn. 
They certainly caught the attention of 
the public because several eager ho-

tel guests wandered into our workshops hoping to hear stories. We explained that sto-
rytelling concerts were held in the evenings in the large lakeside tent.  
 
Those meandering potential story listeners - they stuck with me. They were looking to 
be part of an audience. AN AUDIENCE is the MOST important part of a storytelling ex-
perience. Telling stories without an audience is just rehearsal. I spoke to Robin and 
she agreed we certainly didn't want to turn away listeners from a storytelling festival. 
But, how could we add concerts?  
 
Time passed and the image of those hotel guests faded. And then, in the fall of 2015, I 
found myself sitting in the back of a minivan filled with the most talented and industri-
ous storytellers from the state of Florida plus me. Robin Schulte, Madeline Pots, Pete 
and Rusty Abdalla, Louise O'Leary and I were heading home from Jonesborough,TN 
and the National Storytelling Festival. We were full of awe and inspiration. We com-
pared notes on our favorite tellers, their techniques and individual styles. Then, talk 
turned to crowds. On a bleak, gray October weekend from nine in the morning until af-
ter eleven at night people, by the thousands, left the comfort of their homes. They left 
their comfy couches and widescreen high def televisions, packed into dripping tents, 
sat in hard folding chairs and listened to stories. The image of those Lakeside Inn hotel 
guests flashed before me. 
 
My van mates listened as I explained that I thought it was important to present daytime 
concerts at our Florida Storytelling Festival. A discussion ensued. We agreed our FSA 
event is a hybrid, part conference/part festival. Our loyal members, storytellers, value 
the opportunity to network with one another and benefit from the workshops led by na-
tional tellers. Yet, we all saw the importance of growing audiences with daytime con-
certs especially if there was demand.  
 
Finally, from the driver's seat (literally) and figuratively (wearing her FSA president cap) 
Robin said, "Autumn, if you'd like to take on organizing daytime concerts, I'm sure 
Kaye (FSA festival director) and the board will be happy to support you. But, we're 

Front Porch Tales: A Tradition is Born 
by Autumn Huff Garick 

Jessica McCune of Ooala tells on the Front Porch 
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swamped." Well, there I was with five of the hardest working storytellers in Florida. So, I got 
out a piece of paper and they helped me brainstorm.   
 
I know I should start with the "who". But the "where" made this whole venture seem plausi-
ble. 
 
Where? Mt. Dora, with quaint shops, a postcard worthy lake and family owned restaurants 
is the ideal setting for a festival. And Lakeside Inn's wide planked front porch lined with 
deep white rocking chairs begs for storytelling. It was so simple! We had a venue and a 
name "Front Porch Storytelling".  
 
Who? The most experienced, professional tellers in the state with broad audience appeal 
to serve as storytelling ambassadors.  
 
What? Free half hour storytelling concerts 
 
When? 10 a.m. - 5 p.m. on the Friday and Saturday of Festival 
 
Why? To introduce Lakeside Inn guests, as well as Mt. Dora visitors to the art of storytel-
ling and entice them to return to the evening concerts 
 
Shortly, after returning to Florida I received Kaye Byrnes' blessing to launch Front Porch 
Storytelling. Invitations were sent and TWENTY of the invitees agreed to share their talents 
at the Festival. Friday, April 1st, my roommate Louise O'Leary and I and headed early to 
Lakeside Inn's front porch to set for the first morning concert. As we neared the porch we 
noticed nearly every chair was full. By 10 a.m. the porch was packed!  The audience had 
come and they stayed! They stayed when the blazing  Florida sun baked the porch. They 
stayed for fairy tales, folk tales and personal stories. They stayed for participation stories, 
healing stories and songs. Many stayed for the evening concerts. When the rain came on 
Saturday they came inside for some "Front Parlor Storytelling". For many, this was their 
first storytelling experience. And they all said they would return next year!  
 
Thank you Kaye Byrnes, Robin Schulte and the entire FSA board for continuing to nurture 
our storytelling community. Thank you van mates for encouraging me to bring an idea to 
fruition. And a HUGE THANK YOU to the pioneer Front Porch Storytellers: Louise O'Leary, 
Jerry Smith, Sydney Solis, Kay Pricher, Robin Schulte, Madeline Pots, Pete Abdalla, Rusty 
Abdalla, Cheryl Floyd, Terry Deer, Jessica McCune, Schuyler Ford, Katie Adams, Mij 
Byram, Tamara Green, Frank Sweet, Mary Lee Sweet, Bill Cordell, Mary Lou Williams and 
Ann Mancebo! 
 
 
Autumn Garick is a radio and TV actress, and founder of Alley Cats, a 
children’s theater program at Vero Beach’s Encore Alley Theatre . As a 
storyteller, she performs solo, and as part of the duo Tales Two Tell. She 
lives in Oviedo, FL. 
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Stories On Purpose: Humanizing American Industry 
by Jim Kissane 

 
When I was growing up, every great storyteller I ever knew was 
able to create a setting, create characters, interject conflict, 
have a powerful backstory / plot and paid great attention to de-
tail.  Of course, I was only 8 years old, and had no idea that all of 
this stuff was going on; I simply was mesmerized by the colorful 
stories told by my dad, uncles and other family members and 
friends. 
 

You see, these were the “giants” in my family.  Since the early 
1920s these 8 men had erected skyscrapers, steel mills, bomber 
plants, NASA facilities, subway systems and helped build the in-
frastructure and cities we live in today.  I grew up seeing the fin-
gerprints on the bolts and beams of these soaring bridges and 
buildings, and sat spellbound among the family high-wire walk-
ers, who crawled up steel columns, and jumped from beam to 
beam.  A colorful target for photographers, our gatherings were 
peppered by news stories showing pictures of the men in our 
family wearing boots and hard hats, earning their living by risk-
ing their lives in places where falls are often fatal and where the 
bridges and skyscrapers are reverently and respectfully looked 
upon as sepulchers by the families and the coworkers of the de-
ceased. 
 
I also was blessed to grow up in a community with many light and heavy manufacturing 
plants, some of which employing several thousand workers.  Foundries and Mills 
hummed three shifts a day, strikes were commonplace, and a huge network of suppliers 
and transportation resources of many types created an environment that didn’t sleep.  
The air was full of the fragrance of those plants, and often you could tell what time of 
day it was by the presence or absence of these fragrant to pungent aromas. 
Coal trains rumbled through town continually from the nearby Pennsylvania coal fields, 
carrying anthracite, and bituminous coal and high grade coke destined for the steel mills 
of Buffalo and the Midwest. 
 
One branch of the family came from this district, and our family reunions and other 
gatherings were full of stories of the mines, mine accidents, and miners.  Going back to 
these areas and seeing some of the company towns that the coal companies erected,  
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still in operations.  In the early 1900s Pennsylvania had more 
company towns, which were known as "coal patches," than any 
other state in the nation. 
 
Several years later I took a position in the “Oil Region” of west-
ern PA, for a firm that manufactured sophisticated underground 
coal mining machinery.  My Rotary Club had the CEOs of Penn-
zoil and Quaker State, but the bigger “find” for me was the hun-
dreds of Independent oilmen that had been working the leases 
where oil was first found and could share over 100 years of per-

sonal and family history about the Oil Era. 
 
My “backyard” consisted of ghost towns throughout the region that were far more rau-
cous in the late 1800s than anything one could imagine in the Wild West.  An old time 
“pumper” helped me learn how to operate the machinery of operating oil leases dating 
back to 1890. 
 
Once again, the railroad called out to me.  A small group of local businessmen had an 
idea about taking a 16.5 mile stretch of long abandoned rail back into service.  Thus be-
gan the journey that resulted in the Oil Creek and 
Titusville railroad which operates over tracks that 
were originally built as the main line of the Buffalo, 
New York and Philadelphia Railroad in the 1880s 
along the historic bed of Oil Creek. 

 
Railroading was a significant thread in the fabric of 
where I grew up.  Almost one in 10 residents in our 
town worked on the railroad.  Family members 
served as yardmasters, brakemen and firemen on the 
Pennsylvania Railroad, Lehigh Valley and Delaware 
Lackawanna and Western in the days where steam locomotives and Pullman cars were 
commonplace.  The rail yards of the three lines were resplendent with huge iron horses 
and miles of rail cars of many types.  Railroad hotels and the nearby bars across town 
were the stuff of legends, and everybody in town knew how to make hobo stew. 
 
Throughout the day, I delighted in the music of the train whistles of over a hundred 
trains a day, the shift horns, mill and foundry alarms and other audible reminders that 
our economy was humming, and our community was bustling.  Merchants looked for-
ward to payday when eager workers left the paymasters and converged on the bustling 
business district. 
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Jim Kissane is a Member of Florida Storytellersing Assoc, 
Tampa Bay Storytellers Guild, and  Storytellers of Old Tampa 
Bay. 
 
He is the busiest semi-retired person we know! 
He is also one of the kindest. 
 

When I moved to a larger upstate NY community, I ended up working on the rail-

road for a company that made signaling and switching equipment.  As a young and 

eager apprentice my projects took me all over main-line and rapid transit systems 

across America and industrial railroads in other continents. 

One cannot understand the story of 
Industrial America without bringing 
into it the myriad people that make 
up it tapestry; the porters, laborers, 
entrepreneurs, stevedores, vaudevil-
lians and scoundrels. 
 
Throughout my adult life, my work 
enabled me to spend considerable 

amounts of time with “night people” in the mills, factories, mines and rail yards 
and shops.  Things move at a slower pace in the nighttime, and many along the 
way have shared the stories of their lives, families and their work.  I have come to 
realize that without the stunning rainbow in Technicolor that these individuals and 
locations have added to my journey, that without them, my life experiences would 
be little more than a faded black and white photo. 
 
My chosen genre is the “Story of Industrial America” because it is a proud and im-
portant part of who we are, and the lives and sacrifices of those who created what 
we too often take for granted today. 
 
My life was so affected by other’s stories that I feel a deep obligation to employ 
story to teach and entertain the current and future generations. 
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A Musing: Catch Me if You Can 
By Patricia Montgomery 

 
When I was in kindergarten, I was thrilled when our teacher brought in a fresh, hot pan of ginger-
bread for the class to eat. It wasn’t just the delicious treat that excited me; I was in awe because 
the teacher had told us earlier in the morning that the Gingerbread Man had been seen running 
around the school, and all the faculty were trying to catch him. I was so happy they had been suc-
cessful; you know five-years-old aren’t big on empathy when it comes to monsters, even doughy 
ones. We were eager to tear him apart and eat him after mercilessly hunting him down. 
 
Much later in life, I was upgrading some of my childhood vinyl music collection to digital format 
using some converter software. I heard the classic tale of the Gingerbread Man, crackling through 
worn vinyl grooves, for the first time in decades. I was suddenly struck by something I had not no-
ticed as a child: The Gingerbread Man wasn’t just some fun food running around and getting 
chased, he was actually an obnoxious, disrespectful and rebellious adolescent. At least, that was 
the interpretation of the story as told on the record. I was amused to hear how he mouthed off his 
parents and ran away; then he told a man who was milking a cow that he was incompetent and 
stupid; and then he had the nerve to tell some hardworking field hands that they were lazy. He 
runs away from all of them to avoid the consequences, but he finally he gets his comeuppance 
when the sly fox eats him. 
 
I imagine that the point of the original European story, (in which he isn’t made of gingerbread but 
is some kind of dumpling) was just a game to encourage toddlers to eat their food. You know how 
parents make airplane noises and convince kids to open their mouths so the flying spoon can de-
liver another mouthful? I think this story was one of those parent tricks. See how this food is run-
ning around? Catch it if you can and eat it! Once it got to America, though, the story evolved. By 
the 1960s, when my record was made, there was so much societal disapproval against rebellious 
youth that this particular interpretation emerged: The Gingerbread Man was not just something 
to eat, but something to punish. 
 
As a storyteller, I can appreciate that stories have legs (pun intended). Stories survive millennia 
and travel continents because of certain universal truths about human nature, but also because 
they are malleable enough to adapt to new social environments and historical 
circumstances. Children’s stories are notorious for containing multiple mean-
ings for different age groups as well as parents and teachers. The simplest of 
stories has the greatest potential for reinterpretation. 

 

Patricia Montgomery enjoys travel, stories and gingerbread. 

She lives on Florida’s Space coast. 
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Storyteller on the Square 
N Wayne Garrett of The Bay Storytellers, Panama City, FL 

 

A teller of tales came to our square, 
To talk to the crowd gathering there 

Speaking of wonders so each one could hear 
Painting word pictures; visions so clear 

 

Portraits from the ear to the mind’s eye 
To jiggle a laugh or perhaps bring a sigh 
Call up a memory of a loved one so dear 

To bolster courage; to banish fear 
 

Such is realm of the raconteur’s wile, 
To entertain, inform, amuse or beguile. 

A gift to share with their fellow man 
Bringing comfort and joy throughout the land 

 

So when a teller of tales comes to your square 
Join in the crowd gathering there 

Enjoy all the wonders of which you shall hear 
And reward with a laugh, applause or a cheer. 

 

 

 

         6/8/2015 
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It was for a care-givers luncheon, a celebration and acknowledgement of those who take 
care of family members in need.  Huge room, people finishing up a delicious meal.  The 
speaker before me was super entertaining and folks were ready to laugh.  How primed 
could they be? 
My turn. 
I began with a short anecdote, got a laugh.  Then launched into Ladle Ratt Rotten Hut.  A 
few smiles in the beginning, then the knitted brows, some glassy eyes, blank stares. 
What could I do?  I had to finish, which I did, receiving a mediocre response.  Told another 
short funny and got off the stage. 
Wrong story.  Wrong audience.  What the hell was I thinking?  Something that worked 
great in the storytelling world was so wrong for this group.  
In retrospect, I should have just stopped.  Ended it.  And told something else.  
The moment will live on with me forever.  We delight in our successes; we harbor our fail-
ures like millstones. 
I still cringe when I think about it. 
        Pat Nease, FL 
 
Once I was telling one of my family stories to a group of third graders. When I said, “My 
parents were teenagers when the Depression started." I stopped short and looked into 
their little faces. They were all blank. Of COURSE none of them knew what the Depression 
was. Why hadn’t I figured that out when I was planning my program? 
 
To kill a little time while I was frantically trying to figure out how to explain the Depres-
sion to third graders, I asked, “Do any of you know what the Depression was?” I wasn’t 
expecting an answer, just an extra few seconds. 
 
But one boy raised his hand. I nodded at him to speak. “Wasn’t that when everyone was 
poor?” 
 
“Yes indeed, that’s an excellent explanation of what the Depression was.” I then finished 
my story. 
 
When in doubt, ask your audience for help, even third graders. 
                                                          -Kate Dudding,  NY 

   

   
 

Red-Faced! 
Performance faux pas? 
Misspeak? 
Fog brain? Worse? 
Tellers share some red-faced moments 



25 
 

Well, I go off the storyline all the time...and I don't embarrass easily, so I may not be 
the right person to do this article.  Only one time, in all these years, was I embarrassed 
and that was at the National Festival when I said something a tad dirty in regards to 
fishing and having a limp worm on the line being no good.  Then I said, if you've been 
married a long time you know what I mean.   

Oh my, my face turned beet red. But because the audience saw how embarrassed I 
was, they laughed and laughed, and it was a beautiful moment. They knew it was out 
of character, and thought it was hilarious that it popped out of my mouth. 

      -Kim Weitkamp, WV 

 

 

I often do assemblies in the morning at a school and then afternoon classroom visits 
at the same school, and the schools that book me love to take me out to lunch. And I 
love to eat. Often, it’s the local cuisine: BBQ in Kansas, pizza in Chicago, whatever is 
locally famous.  Very often, it’s Mexican food. 
 
After one particularly delisious bean burrito in Texas, I returned to a 6th grade class-
room, settled in front of the wipe board and began to tell more stories. At a dramatic 
pause in the story, the burrito caught up with me. There was no denying where it 
came from and who was the person who did it. It actually echoed off the board, and 
kept on echoeing. 
 
 

  I turned 50 shades of crimson, and then said, “Yep. That was me.” 
  There was raucous, ridiculous, wonderful laughter from all of us. 

 
And I said, I swear to you, “That reminds me of a story from 1001 Arabian Nights. The 
tale of Abu Hasan and the Fart.” 
 
The story was a huge hit, the students were excited about the collection,  and I 
learned two valuable lessons: 
1. Know your folktales. 
2. Never eat bean burritos before telling stories. 
        Antonio Sacre, CA 
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This bi-monthly magazine is a benefit of FSA membership. 
 

The next issue will be out in early September. 
 

If  you would like to: 
 

  Recommend Halloween stories or books 

 Review a storytelling CD or book 

 Contribute an article or photos of  the National Storytelling Conference 

 Submit an article about your guild  

 Send a photo of  Art that represents Storytelling 

 Write an essay about storytelling for the “A Musing” column 

 Contribute a piece about how you use storytelling                                                    

(pre-literacy, entertainment, history, social justice, etc)                                             

for the “Stories on Purpose” feature 

 

Please contact me by August 1.  

 

Happy Storytelling! 

 

Linda “Schuyler” Ford 

StoriesHeal@gmail.com 


